
heartened him, but so also It emboli
THE DREAM.

4 At noon, tn th valley of far IxiRhestun.
With a bail In my bi.a.t 1 lay B1'l!'
While drop l.y drop, .lowly. the ltd ''''lj..ur,,"vKrora (lie still ..r.Oclnn wound lliui
... . . . iwione i lay mere en me uaif ..... r.-

The fierc e nun of noontide win seunl " ground,nied n e
Hrown crests of tin- - mountains that lien
And It tell on me, too Out 1 slept the de.iili-.i...-

An

rarming at
Bottom,

Ey John F.

a one of the poorest

I dreamt of my country: of revels by n -- tt
halls that were brilliant with rn' J
maidens whose rlmpi-- t of ins" K'wl1""' '" h i. '

amid their nay gossip 1 luui'd my own riuii.e.
Of
Of
An

But one of th maidens sits rfnlve srnrt.
Nor Joins In the laughter: and liud "'"lie knows
What sinister ramies enulf 1" r y.'unu heart,
Bo silent she sits wlille the revelry

she .? In her vision the enrp'e of "
With a ball In Ills breast. Iwni- - and nar
Al noon. In the valley of far I aph; ;;n,r Is drik'While the still nicking wound with ld d

Kos .i Mwman.i.translated by-- Michael yourltvlch Lcrmonlov,

earned the sobriquet of "The Three-Stor- y Hrmtr, oiuer-wise- ,

"Backyard Betsy." She began to till the soli

growing Dowers in boxes in the backyard of the tenement,
for her Invalid brother to look at. They were "halvers,"
that Is, they rented only half the fiat, and tae lack half at

I
that, so Herinv ponlil

The 5on of Bi to Mountain
?M0M? ,ue llul space so beautiful with green and bloom that the

neighbors nicknamed her "Backyard Betsy," and began to
imitate her example.

Next nn Italian woman in the building showed her how to grow some
vegetables In boxes under the windows, and on the root, and she eoon had a
floe garden of tomatoes, peas, beans, and lettuce, from which she could
tempt Benny's poor appetite with fresh, home-grow- vegetables.

But Benny grew woite, Mid she found it necessary to stay at home with
him more and more. They were so poor that the loss of her wages was a
serious matter. One day a neighbor said to her these tenement-hous-

neighbors ore wonderfully kind and thoughtful "There's a way or raising
mushrooms In the cellar. It doesn't take much except care. I could get you
some of the spawn from my brother who is gardener for a rich man." And
so "Backyard Betsy" became ".Mushroom Nurse." She found a marketman
who took all that sue could grow, and soon she was able to make five dol-

lars a mouth.
But Benny demanded more of her time, and she was hard pressed. One

day the marketman told her of a customer of his who had Inquired for some
one to take care of a bird. She eagerly accepted the trust, and was well
paid. Sue loved the bird, and studied Its wants. A bird man told her it
needed worms, and showed her how to breed them in bran. She had good
success, and he took all the worms sho could spare. So "Backyard Betsy,"
the ".Mushroom Girl." became "Betsy," the Bird Girl, and the demand for
worms for birds grew so that soon she was making enough money to stay
at home all t'.ie time and care for Benny. It is doubtful If any farm so small
was ever worked so thoroughly or profitably.

The Father
Ey Herbert

HE extent to which the
States speaks out In the

3 Red River arm skirts all north Texas, and penetrates New
I J Mexico. Colorado and Wyoming are reached from it by the
I I Arkansas and the branca.es of the Missouri, while Montana,
y I away up to Helena and Vliginla City, Is a child of Mississip

navigation. North Dakota marks the contact of

Mississippi drainage with that of the Saskatchewan, and

ened Plenty Boy. who now tipl0M
against the rocks and beat his tifi,
fists against their hard surface as b'e

renewed his shouts .to the "little dogs'
to come down.

Within six paces of the glaring
cougar Yellow Belt halted. Should be

drop his weapons, leap forward
snatch Pfcnty Boy and run? This h,'

was about to do, when the remem-
bered counsel of old hunters re-

strained him. "When In close qnar.
ters you must never run from gTnu
hanska or from mato-hota- , the grij.
zly, for then they a.e sure to attack.
You must always face them warn- I .... ,1 ,f O V. .. , ' '
weapons iu i.niju. Dutu nu me ij,
clom of the elder bunters, and the bo;1
heeded.

He took another step forward, ana
now the two lower kits, with barely
space to cling against the rock, began
to crowd each other for safer and
higher footing. One of them shoved
the other nearly off Its perch, ana this
one made a desperate scramble to
reach the dam above. For a moment
the kit fought, then lost Its footing,
and rolled to the feet of Plenty Boy,
who pounced upon It with a cry of d-

elight
And now the big cat, glaring with

open mouth, crouched for a spring,
and Yellow ; Belt leaped toward her

and let fly his arrow "with the Iron

tooth. Straight at the muzzle of tt
beast he shot, and his shaft entered
her red and gaping maw and stuck In

the cougar's throat. With a growl of

rage, lgmu hanska leaped from her

perch.
She launched herself at the daring

boy, striking blm upon the chest, and

together they rolled upon the rocks.

Thinking his last moment was at
hand, Yellow Belt fought desperately.

Ho somehow got to his feet, and
his surprise was equal to his fright
when he saw the great yellow beast

rolling In agony. At a glance he saw

,l,o, l.lo n,rnnf I.Qfl untaKil Vi ..v lh,t
and stuck, that a blow from her paw
had snapped the shaft, and the iron

tooth was wedged fast, holding her

jaws wide apart. In vain she strove
to tear out the offending weapon.
She rolled to and fro, uttering hoarse
chest notes and tearing at her mouth
until her Jaws ran red with blood.

The animal was crazed with pain,
oblivious of everything else as she

fought to rid herself of the weapon.
Plenty Boy, sprawling at the foot of

the ledge, fiercely scratched by the
small henct whlph bad already fled.

wes howling lustily.
Yellow Belt gave the youngster but

a glance to note that he was not seri-

ously hurt; then, fitting his d

arrow, he circled warily about
the fighting cat, watching his oppo-
rtunity for a deadly shot.

It came at last. At three paces he

launched his arrow, burying its tooth
behind the old beast's shoulder.
A truer shot and stralghter to the
heart no hunter could have made. In

a moment all was over, and the long
cat lay stricken dead at his feet; and
for several minutes thereafter the
rocks rang with his exultant whoopi
of victory.

While he was still shouting, bli
mother found him and saw what he

had done. She caught her youngest,
still screaming with pain, Into her
arms and examined his hurts.

Finding nothing to alarm, she

turned to the exulting son of Big

Mountain and said:
"My boy, you have Indeed done

well." Youth's Companion.

Kingdom of Uganda.
The kingdom of Uganda Is a fairy

tale. You climb up a railway Instead
of a beanstalk, and at the end there It
a wonderful new world. The scenery
Is different, the vegetation Is diffe-
rent, the climate Is different, and, most
of all, the people are different from
anything elsewhere to be seen in the
whole range of Africa, Instead of

the breezy uplands, we enter a

tropical garden. In place of naked,
painted savages, clashing their spean
and gibbering I chorus to their tribul
chiefs, a complete and elaborate poli-

ty Is presented. Under a dynastic
king, a parliament, and a powerful
feudal system, an amiable, clothedA
polite, and intelligent race dwell to-

gether in an organized monarchy upon
the rich domain between the Victoria
and Albert Lakes. Strand Maga-
zine.

A Parallel Case.
In the late financial stringency

clerk in one of the New York banks
was trying to explain to a stolid old
Dutchman why the bank could not
Pay cash to depositors as formerly,
and was Insisting that he be satisfied
with clearing house checks. But the
old German could not grasp the sit
ation, and finally the president of tljf
bank was called upon to enlighten the
dissatisfied customer. After a detail-
ed explanation of the financial situa-
tion, the president concluded, "No
my good man, you understand, dont
you.?"

"Yes," dubiously replied the Dutch-
man, "I think I understand. It's Just,
like dls: vtn my baby vakes up Is
lcr night and cries for milk I g'v
her a milk-ticket.- Harper's Weekly.

i .
T1)0 German soldier must be an ex-

pert swimmer.

tne i op,
and Middle

Cowan

wards of Boston is a girl who has

nnf look out in the street. She maae

C)

of Waters
Quick
Mississippi valley In the United
description of Its boundaries. Its

no rights of any kind in a university.

Usual Testimonial,
"Mr. Grumb'.ey wrjtes, 'I don't see

how you can have nerve to sell your
worthless remedy for JO cents a bot-
tle.' "

"Oh, Indeed! Well, strike out 'have
nerve to," and 'worthless,' and put the
letter In our testimonials." Judge.

Shining Examplea.
"I started to tell my wife about u

woman who made her own fall gown "
"Well?"
"She capped my story with d

about a man who made a million dol-
lars." Washington Herald.

and dail..

innu ernund.

Welles Calkins

Jutil;ier bushes. The voice seemed to

te turning out of the lace of the ledge,
and lor a moment the lad stared In

bewilderment at the bare rock walls.
Then a protrdudlug bush betrayed

a cleft near at hand, and Its ledges,
of seeming Jointure, were, he knew,
some steps apart. He hastened to-

ward the half hidden opening, Imag-

ing that the small hunter must have
cornered a rabbit in that nlehe. To
Plenty Boy's mind all animals smaller
than hoiscs were dogs, and the horse,
as to his elders, was a big, "mysteri-
ous dcg." a sunka wakan tankn.

Yclluw Belt hastened to peer In at
the crevasse, and as he approached,
his ears were startled by a rumbling
growl that set his stiff black hair on
end. He knew that voice the threat
of Ignu hanska, the long yellow rat of
the mountains, knew it for the good
reason that ;here was, at that mo-

ment, one partly tamed, a prisoner at
the Sans Arc village.

"Ho, Bad bad-L- ad!"

yelled the small brother, an-

grily.
With his knees knocking, Y'ellow

Belt strung his bow, at ted an arrow,
and stepped softly into the crevasse.

The sight which met his eyes
might well have appalled the heart
even of his father, the tUl;.', Big
Mountain.

The youngest scion of the family,
breech-cloute- but otherwise naked,
wis standing erect and defiant, sturd-
ily confronting a big cougar and her
young, insisting, as he angrily stamp-
ed his feet, that the sunkilas come
down and play with him!

As he shook bis fist at them, he
leaned backward so close he was to
the face of rock upon which they were
perching and the belt of his clout
leggings creased his fat sides in
double folds.

Yellow Belt saw all this at a glance,
and by his native Instinct fully under-
stood what had happened.

The little brother, wandering along
the face of the ledge, had come upon
the tiny spotted kits, got accidentally
between them and the mouth of their
lair, and had followed them into this
uotch.

The old one, prowling upon the lop
of the ledge, had heard her young
ones' distressed mlaulngs, and had de-

scended a scarp which they were un-
able to climb.

The snarling old beast, her kits al-

most within reach of Plenty Boy. was
waiting to pounce upon the intruder
should it become necessary to protect
her young.

Yellow Belt was frightened enough;
for the moment his legs shook so that
he could hardly stand. He called
softly to Plenty Boy, hoping to coax
him away. But his words were of no
avail. The little lad had his eyes
glued upon the spotted kits, and the
desire to play with mem was the
only emotion bis Infantile mind could
hold.

He answered the brother's entreaty
by a forward movement and angry
whoops at the kits.

And why was this tiny Sans Arc
not afraid of the mother?

Yellow Belt knew too well it was
because of the big niountaln-ca- t
which Lone Elk kept In a stake tee-
pee, fastened with a white man'a iron
rope, and at which creature, snarling
impatiently, little villagers at home
were wont to launch their puerile de-
fiances.

Yellow Belt's legs wpr vet .t,and bis teeth clicked with fear, as he
neppea cautiously toward the fierce
old cat, now snarling down, her muz-
zle within three arms' length of Plen-
ty Boy's face. He knew better than
to call again to the sturdy urchin.

He fought to attract the angrybeast's attention to himself. He re-
membered bis mothers parting
charge, and grew braver um.ii
bow and fixed arrow in one hund he
clenched the other and beat his breast
as ue auvancea.

"Ho! Look at me. igmu hanska'"
he shouted. "I am the son of a chief
3!r Mountain. I do not fear you!"

'

Then, as the old cat seemed to drawback against the rocks, he took fresh
courage. "Ho! ho!" ho ub.....,' See, I will send aa arrow through
your tody!"

Thct sound of bis owo voice greatly

through the Mouse River hints at the annexation of the Canadian waterways
system to that of the Mississippi; while through the Red River of the North
and the Minnesota, boats may sometimes pass without a canal from St. Paul
to Wlnnepeg, and thence through many watery ways into the wheat fields.

Minnesota and Michigan, Illinois, Indiana and Ohio are scored with easy
passages for canals from the basin of the great lakes to the Mississippi val-

ley; all of them but Michigan are pierced by fine affluents of the great river;
and as for Michigan, her ships now go to Jollet, a Mississippi valley port
The Chautauqua lake district in New York is In the Mississippi basin, and
Pennsylvania and West Virginia send down the Ohio more Mississippi River
traffic than any other states. Old Virginia sits with one foot on the Atlantic
at Newport News, the other on Mississippi waters lu the Clinch. Georgia
pours out her historic Chlrkamauga into the Tennessee.

All the states within this Bplendld circle are Bcored and gridlroned by
thousands and thousands of waterways actually or potentially navigable; and
of the forty-si- states, only sixteen are to be left out of the Mississippi's ros-

ter. We need not think of sectionalism In speaking of the Mississippi. It Is
the nation's great asset In inland navigation. It must be the keystone of the
arch of our waterways system, the backbone which must uphold our perfect-
ed transportation plan, the aorta of our ideal traffic circulation. Reader

By Franklin

"IV boy, I am going to leave you

now to go on the other side of this
bill. Look well to Plenty Boy till I

I get back. Remember, you are a

Sans Arc and the bou of Big Moun-

tain."
Such, or something like it, was the

dlaly admonition of Yellow Belts
mother during the berry-pickin- g sea-

son. Among the rough lauds of the

Powderhorn, the red raspberry was

wonderfully plenty. The Sans Arc
women gathered great quautltles, not

only to meet the enormous dally ca-

pacity of their families, but to diy for

future use.
The berry range extended on all

Bides of their village, so the women

became scattered In all directions.
The children were usually taken with

their mothers, because a herd of

them, left at the deserted teepees,
were too likely to get Into mischief.
And older children were put to guard
younger children, because they weie
of no account In pleking berries.

Yellow Belt's case w very trying
to a twelve-year-ol- d boy. He had no
sisters to relieve him, and his charge
was a mischievous and freakish three-year-ol- d

child. However, the older
brother was very faithful for a num-

ber of days. He kept one eye on

Plenty Boy and the other on the look-

out for small game.
Sometimes a chipmunk or a small

bird came within reach of his blunt-en- d

arrows, and the excitement of the
affair would occupy his mind for a

long time. And when a bush rabbit
ran by, and was actually hit by one
of two arrows, the lad elaborated a

story which he carried home to his

playfellows.
When there was no game to be seen

Yellow Belt would divide his time in
admiration of two war arrows which
bis uncle, Gray Bull, bad given him,
and which he did not trust himself to
shoot among the bushes. One of these
was somewhat worm-eate- n In the
shaft, and its Iron teeth played loose
on Its rivet for want of real sinews to
bind. The other had a bone tooth,
and was not a weapon for the buffalo.

Y'et these arrows and his confidence
in them were to bring him out of the
greatest adventure of his life, one
which, after forty years, furnished
him with his most thrilling tale of

personal encounter.
On the day when his mother left

him to go behind the big hill, she
had spread her blanket for Plenty
Boy, who was sound asleep. Yellow
Belt did not mean to go to sleep when
he lay beside the young one, but he
had eaten to repletion, and despite
some fighting, his drowsy eyes closed.
He awoke because the sun had shift-
ed so that Its hot rays were beating
directly upon his face. He rose, dig-

ging at his heavy, burning lids, and
was reminded of his charge by hear-

ing the voice of Plenty Boy, sounding
faint and far away, but with a fierce
accent which spoke of Infantile wrath.

At first Yellow Belt believed that
his mother bad come and had carried
Plenty Boy away as a rebuke to his
own remissness, and that the child
was angry at leaving him behind.
Feeling very crestfallen, he gathered
bis bow and arrows and made bis
way among bushes and rocks at the
foot of the ledge, toward the sound
of Plenty Boy's scolding.

For some hundred steps or more be
beard nothing of the small brother;
then, Dearer than he had expected, he
beard the young voice In an explo-
sive shout, repeated two or three
times. Plenty Boy had evidently wan-

dered off alone, and was shouting as
be often did at the village at some
crow, buzzard, or other live object
which had attracted bis attention.

Y'ellow Belt hurrieu along the face
of the ledge, not daring to call, for
it was a trick of the mischievous lad
to scamper off and hide when any
one was thus seeking him. So the
elder boy ran softly forward, and
turning an angle of the rocks, again
heard the voice of the youngster
scolding in sharp tones of Infantile
bravado:

"Hw-e- ! Ya-dr- t! Come come down
here, sunklla!"

So! the young brother was calling,
and to a "Utile dog." Yellow Belt
climbed to the top of a boulder, tud
looked about anion? me rocks arid

Sensational Educators
Condemned

Ey Jlndretv J. Draper,
New York State Commissioner of Education

; ENSATION'ALISM has
Vet we must have learned that It Is not to be kept out by
the soying. Novelty of theme or of statement, suited to
exploitation and to personal notoriety, is as repugnant to
the traditions, the philosophic basis, the moral sense, and
the freedom of a university us Illiteracy Is a menace to

1 s
government In a democratic state, or as greed is repugnant
to fellowship In a philanthropic guild. One cannot be al-

lowed to propagate his vagaries upon the time and in the
name of a university thai viuld like to be thought prudent and rational. If
one wants to be a professor of myths and ghosts, he ought to go out in the
woods and sit on a log and pursue his Inquiries on his own time and In the
most appropriate place. I have no valid objection to a professor being a
free trader. 1 cannot object to his telling students the reason why. But I
have abundant reason tor objecting to his tiding from students the argu-
ments which support the policy of protection, and to his enforcing his parti-
san view against mere youth with the ponderous solemnity of a military

Art.
Word reached the sheriff at Colum-

bus, Ind., that a wild girl appeared
every morning in the altogether on the
top of a high hill near town. He in-

vestigated and found that she was not
a wild girl, but a tame girl, naked
except for a garland of fig leaves, nnd
that she was posing In the early morn-

ing for a picture to be caller "Sun-
rise."

The story gravely concludes that
the sheriff since the investigation has
become a devotee of Art, and goes
every morning to wateh the artist at
bis work. Atchison Globe.


